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Father taught values by example

By Col. Lowell Moore
Chaplain, U. S. Army Corps of Engineers

When I was a young, snot-nosed kid in high school, 1
was kidding with my father and said, “Dad, I'm poor,
dumb, and ugly, and L inherited it all from you.” He
joked back and said, “That’s right, and you're lucky you
gotthat much!”

(AtleastI thinkhe was joking!)

Since Father’s Day is approaching, I've been thinking
about what I didinherit from my father. I’ve become
aware that the greatest part of my inheritance can’t be
measured in intelligence, physical appearance, or money.
My realinheritance is the ethics and values my father
instilled in me while I was growing up.

In thinking about this article, I tried to recall some
clever or wise saying my dad used to teach me values,
and I couldn’t think of even one. You see, he taught me
through his example and not his speeches.

Aristotle said, “We are what we repeatedly do. Excel-
lence, therefore, is not an act, but a habit.” Dad must
have realized this was true of values, too, because he taught
me values by living them until they became habit.

When I was in high school, Dad was Director of Ad-
missions at Olivet Nazarene University, and hisjob be-
came very busy at the beginning of each semester. Dur-
ing this time, he worked long hours and several times he
would work all night. On these occasions, he would come
home in time to have breakfast with the family and see us
off to school. Then he might catch a quick nap before
going back to work. :

As akid I wondered why he pushed himselfsc hard. It
wasn’t until much later in life that I realized he was teach-
ing me values.

For example, when I was stationed at Fort Leonard
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Parenthood is similar to

By Sunday Pearson
Sacramento District

Unfortunately, children do not come with an owner’s
manual to guide parents through the challenges of
childrearing. For the most part, it’s on-the-job-training,
baby! Thankfully, my husband and I were blissfully
ignorant to all the potential screw-ups and had children
anyway.

Raising kids in a less-than-perfect home is achievable
if you use the sure-fire method my husband uses when
he plants trees. So, in honor of Father’s Day, I title this
column “Steps to Successfully Planting Redwood Trees
or A Father’s Role in Raising Great Kids.”

My husband never left our children’s character to
chance. Itis a proven fact that more is “caught” than
“taught.” Like most kids, ours tended to put a spotlight
on the quality of our lives. “Do asIsay” proved to not be
the best approach! My husband’s life invited the ap-
proach, “DoasIdo.” By example, he taught them bound-
aries and responsibilities while passing on important
things, such as a good name and honorable character.

A good foundation is important when growing trees,
too. When he planted the redwood trees on our prop-
erty in Placerville, Calif., several years ago, he made
sure to dig a deep hole for each one. This secured the
tree to the earth and provided the receptacle within which

the seedling was nourished. It’s a pretty clear indication

that he provided just the right foundation since they are
now more than 12 feet tall and flourishing.

Both trees and children require nutrients in order to
survive. In the case of children, quality time and moun-
tains of patience are important though intangible provi-
sions. My husband made time for his girls. He read to

Wood, Mo., I was the chaplain for a basic training battal-
ion where trainees learned to become combat engineers.
Engineer Week was the last week of their training, and
during this week they lived in the field while they used
their newly acquired skills to perform various tasks.

Engineer Week concluded with along
march back to the company area that
would begin about midnight. The ac-
tual length of this march was un- 4
known, but it was often debated,
with most trainees swearing it was
well over 20 miles long.

Although I had norequirement to
do so, I went on this march with ev-
ery training cycle, and I believe the
most valuable lesson we learned on
these marches was how to sleepwalk.
However, our sleep was often inter-
rupted by an enemy attack, and the
weapon of choice was tear gas.
Since the drill sergeants staged the
attack, it was trulyan enemy attack.

On one march, I forgot my gas
mask but, since gas was not used on
every march, I decided to say a prayer
and go on the march without my gas mask.

Ag fate would have it, about half way through the march
we came under attack. The trainees did just what they
were trained to do. They hit the ground, donned their gas
masks, returned fire, and moved out to engage the enemy.

I bravely stood there, undaunted by the sound of gun-
fire all around me (I knew they were blanks), but I was
becoming increasingly unnerved by the white cloud
slowly drifting my way. That was tear gas, and it was
real!

them each night; no matter how tired he was. He pa-
tiently untangled yards of fishing line from hair, bathing
suits, and flesh. He taught them to ride a bicycle even
though his legs almost gave out as he ran up and down
the street holding onto the back of the bike. He taught
them to drive an old beat-up Volvo (with a stick-shift,
no less!) beecause their mother was about to have a ner-
vous breakdown due to narrowly missed
mailboxes and startled pedestrians.

Was he perfect? No, hedidn’t al-
ways seize golden opportunities, but
his love covered a multitude of
mistakes. Career notwithstanding,
he made himself available for his
daughters. And they flourished!

In nurturing his redwood seed-
lings, he provided enriched soil
and plenty of water. He staked
the saplings and surrounded each
one with a wire fence. Staking
the tiny redwood tree added sta-
bility and ensured that the roots
would grow deep into the earth. The =23
wire fence kept the notorious nibbling
deer away, thus insuring the seedling would
not succumb to a premature death!

He applied this same analogy when raising our girls.
Whenever he felt our daughters were seriously threat-
ened, he intervened. The world is a cruel place and a
child’s self-esteem is vulnerable and must be protected.
He has scared away the boogey man more times than [
can count. And the monsters under the bed? They never
had a chance! Our girls knew that he was their protec-
tor. That’s what daddies do.

There I was, about two in the morning, sweaty, tired,
sleepy, blisters on my feet, a cloud of tear gas closing in
on me, and I didn’t have to be there. I asked myself,
“Why am I here?” The only answer I could come up
with was, “Because this is what Dad would have done.”

That answer was good enough for me. So, I'began

putting one weary foot in front of the other as I

coughed my way through the tear gas that now
had me completely engulfed.

. This is only one example of how my

X_ father used this sneaky tactic to teach
me, and I couldn’t resist because I
didn’t even know [ was being taught.
Through his example he taught me

respect, integrity, faith in God, honor,
loyalty, and the many other values
that [ hold dear today.

I've heard it said, “You may not see
yourself as an example, but you are to
someone.” Thisis true, and I'm fortu-
nate that my father used the power of

his example in a positive way. Unfortu-

nately, this method could be used in a
negative way as well.

To all the Corps fathers I say, “Happy Father’s

Day.” And I encourage you to develop habits as if
you’ll be giving them to your children as an important
part of their inheritance. You are!

Thanks, Dad, for my rich inheritance. However, I
could have used a little more help in the looks depart-
ment!

(The views in this article are those of the author and do
not reflect the official policy or position of the U.S. Army
Corps of Engineers, the Department of the Army, the
Department of Defense, or the U.S. government.)

gardening

The last, and most difficult stage to successful tree
planting is removing the stake and the wire fence at just
the right time. He did that last year and our trees look
great! Removing the protective cage allowed the
branches to unfurl completely, the way nature intended.
Retaining the enclosure would have left them stunted
and shriveled. He also removed the stake, allowing the
trees further opportunity tostrengthen their root

systems as they bent and struggled against the
wind and inclement weather.

It is even more difficult to know when
to let go of our children! Truly, none of
us are ready for the competition that
comes with our childrens’ broadened

boundaries. Not that we completely let

go, but allowing them to stand on their
own two feet strengthens their character
asthey put into practice all that they have
learned. Our children mustlearn tobend
with the winds of everyday life if they
are to survive into adulthood.
- Corps Dads, hear me on this! Never
take your role in raising children lightly!
Your positive participation is pivotal to their
future! Also, be assured that you can in fact raise
great kids in a less than perfect home. Just ask my hus-
band...

Of course, it helps a lot if you happen to be a master
gardener!

Happy Father’s Day!

(The views in this article are those of the writer and
do not reflect the official policy or position of the U.S.
Army Corps of Engineers, the Department of the Army,
the Department of Defense, or the U.S. government.)










































